The Tragedie 

Onely referued their fa&or to buy fouJes, 

And fend t hem t hithet, but at hand at hand, 

Enfues his piteous, and vnpictied end. 

Earth gapes,hcll burnes, fiends roarc, Saints pray, 

T o haue him fuddeniy conueyed away. 

Cancel! hh bondoflife.deareGod I pray, 

Thar I may hue to fay, the dog is dead, 

M#- O thou did ft prophecte the time would come 
That [ ftaould wifh for thee to hslpe me curfle 
1 hat br>tfeldlpider,thatfoulehunch-backttoade. 

Mar . Icald thee then,vaine floUnfh of my fortune, 
-/caldthee then, poors ftiadow, painted Queene, 

The prcfentationofibutvshatl was, 

The flattering index ofa direfull pageant, 

On'ehcau’d a high, to be hurld downe below, 

A mother onely ,mockt with two Tweet babes, 

A dreame of which thou wcrr,a breath, a bubble, 

A figne of dignitie, a garifh flagge, 

T o' be the aime of euery dangerous (hot, 

A Queend in ieaft,onely to fill the fesane t 
Where is thy husband now, where be thy brothers? 
Where be thy children, wherein doeft thou ioy l 
Who foes to thce,and cries God fatreihe Queerer 
Where Ire the bending peeres that flattered thee i 
Where be the thronging troupes that followed thee? 
Decline ajlthis,and fee what now thou art, 

For bappywifc,a mbftdiftrcfled widow : 

For ioyfull mother, one that tsiailes the name : 

For Queene,a very Catiue crownd with care; 

For one being fuedtoo,oriethat humbly fues't 
For one cortimaunding all, obeyed of none: 

For one that fcornd at me, no w fcornd of me. 

Thus hath the courfe of iuftice vvheel’d about. 

And left thee but a very prey to time, 

Hauing no more, but thought of what thou art, 

To torture thee the more, being what thou art. 


fl. V V 'liutv UlVrW tuv. 

Thou didft vfurpe my place, and doeft thou not 
Vfurpe the iuft ptoportion of my forrow i 


— of Richard ; he third, 

v v thy prod necke,beare> halfe my burthened yoke, 
From which, euen here, I flippy weary necke, 

Andleaue the burthen of it all on thee. 

Farewell Yorkes w ife,and Queene of fad mtfchanc^ 

Thefe EngUlh wocs,will make me fmile m France. 

Ox, O thou well skild in curfes,ftay a while, 

Andteach me how to curfe mine enemies. 

A a. Mar. Forbeare to deep the night,and faft tbeday, 
Compare dead happinclTe with liuing woe, 

Thinke that thy babes were fairer then they were. 

And he that Hew them fowler then he is ; , 

Bectting thylofle makes the bad caufer worfe, 

Reuolumg this, will teach thee how to curfc. 

Qu My words are dull, Oquicken them with thine. 

7 \M. Thy woes wil make them fharp,& pierce like nunc. 
Dut, Why fhould cahmitie be full of words i 8xti Man . 
Qu\ Windac attumies to your client wocl, 

Aierie fucceedersofintcftateioyes, 

Poore breathing orators of miferies. 

Let them haue icope,though what they do impart 
Helpe not at all, yet do they cafe the heart. 

Dut. If fo, then be not toong- tidc,goc with me. 

And in the breath of bitter words,lets fmother 
My damned fonne, which thy two fonn.es fraothred s 
I hcarc his dtum.be copious in exclaims-;. 

Enter King Richard marching with Dr amines 
and Trumpets. 

King. Who intercept; my expedition: 1 
Dut. A (he, that might haue intercepted thee, 

By ftrangling thee in her accurfcd, wombe. 

From all the Slaughters wretch, that thou haft done. 

£)u . , Hid’ft thou that forehead with a golden crowns? - 
Where fliould be grauen,if that right were right. 

The {laughter of the Prince that owde that crowne. 

And the dire death of my two Tonnes, and brothers : 

Tell me thou villaine flaws, where are my children i ■ 
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